Mary got to feeling better in a day or two and straightened up the kit chen and cooked, but either she didn't have the heart to tell Sumner to get his own meals or else she liked cooking for him. I didn't know which and didn't want to ask. I was afraid she'd say that taking care of Sumner was like having a baby, which was dreadfully true but something I couldn't bear to hear. I reflected that it could not be pleasant for her to watch him fight with me for the couch after dinner, or listen to the two of us mimic our students, or hear us bicker over chess games and pounce games and argue about which channel of TV to watch. I expected her to feel that her home was being broken up by Sumner. Was she so willing that I symbolically adopt Sumner? I couldn't believe it.
Yet
From her point of view, how could Sumner compensate for the children we wouldn't have, for surely she wasn't expecting me to take care of both Sumner and a child? I didn't mention
